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A Friend 

O infamous mound of flesh! 
How monstrous, how monstrous is your shape, your barrel belly; 
What pounds of beef! What quaggy ponderosities! 
What cheeks, what swag chins overspilling flesh over 
The neck-cloth, oiling the collar. 
And your nose — how came you by it, 
By the vesicles on it? the bulbs? Were you born thus, 
Or are those bulbous vesicles the off-spring of much wine? 
Grog-buds? Is it thus the beers have written, 
That multitudinous procession far-enfogged, beyond enumeration? 

barrel-belly, your overripe squash nose is bloodshot to the color of 

a strawberry; 
The lamp's light wrecks itself against it, barrel. 
Listen to me; what are those portentous growls when you camp at 

table, — a hillside? 
Man, you are admirable then, in your august rotundity; 
With what a sovereign glance do you despise us all, all, at such time, 
We who are only fragile mechanisms, poor puling stomachs, dust! 

miserable dust! 
Do not go. Listen. I venerate you thrice a day. 
Seven pullets, two steaks of a halibut, still fish, 
And a hog's jowl shrined up in grease was your portion last night! 
With accessories, with a vegetable squadron stoutly massed upon the 

cloth, 
But in eclipse, in eclipse. 

Ponderously incurious in the insurmountable majesty 
Of your hunger, I saw you take, and yet engulf, and yet glory; 
Till the discs upon your mid-coat, no longer levelled 
With the stiff-plates of your front, — heaved, taut! 

1 heard your clotted grunt a-rasp, bombardon-voiced, 
Wroth because the cup-bearer filled not swift enough; 
And when at last the feast was ended, 

And the ravenous glinting of your eye expired, 1 



136 

What thoughts then, what thoughts beneath the gleaming melon of 

your skull? 
Beneath those cushioned kurds of fat so smooth-ensquabbed against 

the skull, 
Atop! O blubber-dome? 
Ah, then you en-hugged continents, 

No longer dreamt of edible zoologies, pot-doomed, O buoy-belly! 
You then serenely bobbed upon the silent waves of an invisible ocean, 
— You became our brother, then ; 

Your phrase, amid sonorous eructation, praised the kitchenry. 
And when you lumbered bedward, the house groaned ; 
You slept; the silence of your chamber became sound, in rotation, 
— The silence became riot in gyration when you slept, — 
And you became a horn. 

I heard your steamboat snore bewildering the sanctity of the night, 
And there was no ease; 
No peace, from the enraged utmost squealing of your nose-trump, 

none! 
You were profane and various, — a whistle, a sin, a despairing wooden 

pump, 
You were profuse, and there was no peace because you slept, 
No deliverance! 

Vast jug-paunch! you have hoarded fat round your eyes and well- 
near buried them, 
Though you are old, old . . . 
How, then, is there yet fire in your eyes, and youth, and no Amen, 

paunch? 
I am curious. For what, misericordia! am I? No more than other 

sheep, 
And a dreamer. I browse here and there and am a sorrowful sheep, 

full of ailing dreams. 
But you, monstrous, awry bird, 
You laugh, and your clanking laughter is the cachinnation of the 

damned, 
It is the joyless cutlery of echoes upon the craggy Dome. 
A precious noise ! A precious noise ! In that, to me, you are precious. 

You are a pot-full of mysteries. 
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O hoar he-hulk! only this, only this; shall you become an angel at 

the end? 
Were you foreseen? Or were the fathers, the men of old, uneasy 

feeders? 
In Paradise your cauldron voice in song would surely drown the 

tinkling of your lute? 
Must you go? Farewell, then, friend, brother, — go, good friend, 
For the fiends tempt me to bat upon you and see the bat rebound. 

Enrique Gross. 

000 

Some More Nick Carter Letters 

Esteemed Mr. Carter: 

After reading in Europe of your exploits in books sold in the 
stores, I read of the exploits of your cousin, Dusa Carter, and your 
sister, the companion of Patsy. I was carried away by these books 
and decided to write you a letter. I am glad from the soul for your 
success. 

Pupil of the 2nd class, 

A.T., 

Smolensk. 
P. S. — I am going to run away from Russia to America. 



Deeply Esteemed and Dear Mr. Nick Carter: 

After reading your remarkable adventures, my dear Mr. Nick 
Carter, we take the liberty to write you a letter and send you a hearty 
thanks for your wonderful exploits shown to all mankind. Oh ! Mr. 
Carter, yesterday we read of the death of your companion, Mr. 
Pinkerton; our grief is inexpressible! Oh ! How heavy I feel ! You 
are a genius ! We love you from the depths of your child-like heart. 
We would have much to write you, but on account of the strongly 
stirred thoughts we are completely lost and cannot find suitable words 
which would sufficiently express our feelings. For your sake we suf- 
fered much ridicule from our friends who dared to doubt the truth 
of your exploits, and we have decided to ask you to write us a few 
lines. Oh! with what impatience we shall await them! Write, do 



